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Abstract 
The day had been a wonderfilled one for all, as the family’s four living generations had been reunited for 
this holiday spent in the country air at the farm of one of its members. 
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made to feel by their gracious hosts, they would soon enough 
grow dissatisfied after they returned to their own homelands. 
And some of the outsiders, the most selfish, grew bitter 
towards their benefactors, accusing them falsely of evil and 
deceit for not sharing what the accusers, themselves ungrate- 
ful and envious, imagined to be great secrets. The evil and 
deceit they spoke of were really within the greedy accusers 
themselves ... 
"And, just as the spreading of sun and water can bear 
natural goodness, the spreading of the distrust, envy, and 
greed from these ungrateful visitors began to claim the eyes 
and hearts of the very children of the benevolent hosts. This 
much saddened the children's parents, who felt themselves to 
be in this world simply to live in sharing. 
"At last, unable to sustain their living's joy amidst such 
influence, that people left this earth, for the goodness of their 
living dream had such power as to let them. And they traveled 
away in all directions to the heavens, in seeking another world 
for their children's happiness. 
"That was long, long ago ... and yet still, after each day's 
wearying search among the heavens, in the fullness of their 
hearts, they look back to this world, in memory and celebra- 
tion of the life they once knew on earth, and also to encourage 
the goodness they know is still here. The joy glowing in their 
hearts and the happiness shining in their eyes we can see 
tonight, as the stars in the sky. Just look, to see the love they 
spread to us! They might never return, but maybe, guided by 
their memory, we will shine in our own lives as brightly!" 
The stars were radiant as all gazed skywards. Then they 
watched the brief streaking glow of a falling star disappearing 
toward the earth's horizon. 
"You see the falling star! One of the old ones among them 
is dying, passing away ... That is sad but, even in fading, there 
is a light pure and guiding. 
"So, to bed now and, when you close your eyes to sleep, 
have no fear, for your friends in the sky shine upon you, as 
they have through the ages. And strive to live your best .. start, 
tonight, and may your dreams be shining!" 
The Mythic Circle #12,pg. 44 
I he day had been a wonderlilled one for all. as the family's four living generations had been reunited for this holiday spent in the country air at the farm of one of its members. All afternoon the children had frolicked with the farm's domestic animals 
and with the creatures of the adjacent forest. Their parents, 
freed from the usual responsibility of guiding the children in 
their activities, had spent the day reacquainting themselves 
with each other's lives, enjoying especially the company of 
those families who lived too distant for frequent meetings. 
The older generations, including several of the great 
grandparents, had passed the time in relaxation and in 
reminiscence. Memories recalled of the family's past had 
lightened the hearts of the old to glow with vitality not unlike 
that of youth. 
Now summer's dusk lingered on the countryside, the air 
grew still and the birds quieted, and as the twilight's colors 
passed to night, the children were assembled near the front 
porch of the house to listen to stories told by the old. Tales 
were recited that stirred the spirits of the young to aspire to 
the futures ahead of them. Great heroes and heroines, real and 
fictional, were described. Stories were told of everyday life 
and of fancy and adventure, as were fables that appealed 
especially to the youngsters' imaginations. 
The stars were brightly shining and most of the youngest 
children asleep by the time each of the storytellers had taken 
a tum. Parents now guided drowsy children to bed, some 
needing to be carried, but several of the oldest children 
plaintively insisted on hearing more, enrapt as they were in 
the spell of the stories. The calm beauty of the warm night 
and the enjoyment of the stiries had entranced the childrens' 
parents as well. Not so long ago they had lain where these 
young ones lay now, at the feet of the old, who spoke with 
depthless wisdom of life's passings. A silence settled upon 
them all, the younger waiting, the older gazing into the night 
and the magnificence of the heavens. All seemed as one. 
The spell was interrupted by the meek voice of one of the 
young girls, whoaskedhergrandmotherandmother'smother 
to tell a story about the twinkling stars. In the darkness no one 
could discern the twinkling in the old woman's eyes as she 
listened to the child's request Once many, many years ago, 
she bad asked this very question of her own grandmother. She 
cast now her aged eyes skyward and she began a story. 
"Away long ago, before the history of our own ancestors, 
a people lived in this land. Peace and simplicity filled their 
habits. Their ways were in harmony with Nature and its 
cycles. The wisdom and joy of this people spread li.kesunrays, 
flowed like water to nearby and to faraway places ... and 
others from those places began to journey here to learn and 
to seek to gain m their own lives from such a people. 
"Among these visitors were some never made content 
enough by the giving of their hosts. However happy they were 
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